We flew about the pock-marked map that was the front,
gnats biting vainly at an elephantine war. I flew with Solomon,
painter, good pilot, courageous officer, Jew, and we had to
delay to remedy a camera defect, so that when we crossed the
line our companions had already taken their pictures and gone
home, and we went over alone. On we crawled, a long way
over enemy land, a lonely feeling when you are all alone, the
air feels quite different on that side of the trenches, and I
looked over the side and saw a pair of black crosses below us,
climbing like lightning. Desperately I swung my machine-gun
round and gave him a burst to starboard and another to port,
as he passed beneath us. Then my gun jammed, and in another
instant he was fast on our tail and stinging hard, swaying from
side to side and giving us a burst each time he got us dead on
his sights. The noise of a machine-gun fired point-blank is the
loudest noise I know. I struggled frantically with my useless
gun but the parts slipped about all over the cockpit. I curled
myself up into a ball as he poured bullets into us and then
quickly uncoiled myself at the thought that this might mean
that one bullet would go through several things, whereas it
might otherwise only make one hole. Cumbersomely Solomon
heaved our heavy old RES from side to side, trying vainly to
elude a foe as swift and sure as a swallow. I thought this
martyrdom would never end, and felt sick; I had a mental
vision of an observer I had seen lifted out of his cockpit on
the aerodrome a little while before, his flying suit spangled with
little stars of blood, so that he looked like St. Sebastian. How
that German missed us I can't imagine; afterwards we found
that he had shot all round us, like a knife thrower* At last,
scarcely daring to believe my eyes, I saw him turn away, and
looking round I saw the reason: we had reached the lines, and
many of our own machines were about. Hampered by smashed
controls, Solomon gingerly felt his way back to the aerodrome
and managed to flop the machine down on it.

Gradually the German front weakened. American troops
and munitions were pouring into France; Ludendorff, at
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